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lotions of a beautiful perfume on our palms. Presently
they brought us coffee; then sweet fragrant tea, and
soon more coffee, while conversation proceeded
smoothly between the Emir and Glubb, watched hap-
pily by all their retainers seated on the floor beside us,
until we rose to eat. On the floor of another room lay
our feast: a fine sheep roast whole and richly stuffed,
lying in state on a great mound of rice and surrounded
by dishes of salads, pastries, sweetmeats, nuts, leban
and other dishes brought across the desert. We all sat
round on our haunches and ate only with our right
hand, for the left hand is unclean, being reserved for
various functions. Because of. my appalling ignorance
of anatomy and cooking, I tore off unusual pieces of
meat, but they tasted excellent, and my host, deter-
mined that after Glubb I should have the next best,
now and then would tear off a particularly succulent
piece of meat and set it in front of me.

When we stood up together at the end of the meal,
retainers brought us bowls to wash our hands, and we
were led by the hospitable Emir to another room in
which we found the blue plush armchairs in all their
suburban splendour. Again we were brought fine in-
cense to smell, and fragrant lotions for our hands, bitter
coffee, then sweet tea, followed by more bitter coffee,
and again sweet tea, until it was time to retire for the
night. In the first room we had visited, thick quilts had
been strewn on top of the carpets to make two beds for
Glubb and myself. It was then, in secret, that I lit my
first cigarette since entering the house. Our host, being
a Wahhabbi, does not smoke.

The next morning our Arab retainers called us soon